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TheT ragedy of Hamlet 

He prcfcndy without demaunding why. 

That Hamlet loofe hit head, for he muft die, 

There’s more in him than (hallow eyes can fee: 

He once being dead, why then our ftatc is free. exit. 

Enter Fortenbrajfe, Drnmme and SottlcCiers. 

Tort. Captaine, from vs goe grccte 
The king of Denmarkc: 

T ell him that Fortenbrajfe nephew to old Norm ^ 

Craues a free paffc and conduft ouer his land. 

According to the Articles agreed on: 

You know our Randevous, goe march away, exeunt aU. 

enter King and ffueene. 

King Hamlet \i (bip’t for England,ftrc him well, 

I hope toheare good newesfrom thence ere long, 

If euery thing fall out to our content. 

As 1 doe make no doubt but (o it (hall. 

jQneene God grant it raay,heau’ns keep my Hamlet fafa 
But this mifchancc of olde Ctr ambit death. 

Hath pierfedfb theyong Ofehaes heart, 

That (he, poore maide, is quite bereft her wittes. 

King Alas dccre heart! And on thcother fide, 

We vnderftand her brother’s come from France , 

And he hath halfe the heart of all our Land, 

And hardly hec’le forget his fathers death, 

Vnlcfleby fbmcmcaneshebc pacified. 
flu. O fee where the yong Ofelta is! 

Enter Ofelia flaying on a Lute, and her baft* 
downejinging. 

Ofelia How (hould I your true Iouc know 
From another man? 

By his cockle hattc, and his ftaffc, ^ 
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F rir.ee of Denmark: 

And his fandall (hoonc. 

White his fhrowde as mountaine fiiowe, 

Larded with fwcete flowers, 

That beweptto the graue did not goe 
With true louers fhowers: 

He is dead and gone Lady, he is dead and gone, 

At his head a grade greene turffe, 

At his hecles a done. 

king How i’ll with you fweete Ofelia? 

Ofelia W ell God yceld you, 

It grieucs me to fee how they laid him in the cold ground, 
I could not chufe but wcepc: 

And will he not come againe? 

And will h'e not come againe? 

No,no,hee’s gone, and we cart away mone. 

And he neuer will come againe. , 

His beard as white as fnowe: 

All flaxen was his pole, > 

He is dead, he is gone, 

And wc caft away inoane: * ^ , » 

God amercy on his foule. 

And of all chriften foulcs I pray God. 

God be with you Ladies, God be with you. exit Ofelia. 

king A pretty wretch! this is a change indeede: 

O Time, how fwiftly mnnes our ioyes away? 

Content on earth was neuer ccrtaine bred, 

T o day we laugh and liue, to morrow dead. 

How now, what noyfe is that? 

tsinoyfe within. enter hearted. 

Lear. Stay there vntill I come, 

O thou vilde king,giue me my father: 

Speake, fay, where’s my father? 

king Dead. , 

! Lear. Who hath murdred hira?fpeake,i le not 
Be juggled with, for he is murdred. 

Queene True, but not by him. 
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